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What Ash 
thinks it is: 


Ashley 

Williams.. 


Love 

me... 


Versus 
what it is: 













Anything 
you say... 
my love. 


' Ash, you ^ 
idiot! Stay away 
from her. She's 
one of the . 

V zombies. 


You don't say. ” 

In my universe, 
we call that "beer 
\ goggles." A 


Huh? 

Her!?!^ . 

That's the 

Bnchantress. she’s , 
W got a mystical ability 

■ to seduce any man, make 
I them powerless to her 

■ every command, and to 

see her exactly as , 
she wishes to A 
be seen. Umk 





























































OF course, this would not 
have been necessary if 
you hadn't so foolishly 
released the infected 
Amora. 


r Very true...but I ^ 
can think of at least 
one way to ensure you 
do not vex me again 
with your impudence 
and ignorance. . 


Y Hey, waitaminute! T* 
She looked normal to ” 
me! How was I to know she 
had some man-chanting 
k mojo power?! j 


Bring 
it on, tin 
pants! 


~enough, 
Victor... no 
more killing! 


r rou presume to give^ 
Poom orders? Foolish 
woman, do you imagine I 
do not know who ff-eed 
this reckless dolt 
v ftom his confines? 


Y Stay your tongue, ^ 
Scarlet Witch, lest you 
inflame my wrath as well. 
In the grand scheme of 
things, you are as 
k irrelevant as he. A 


Speak, lackey- 
as if your life 
depended 
^ on it. . 


You dare- 
interrupt 
Poom?! 


Is everyone so 
' deep in the grip of ’ 
fearftom cannibal 
zombies that they risk 
awakening the terrible 
> fury of the Lord i 
X. of Latveria!?! 


~ I-I ~ 
thought 
you should 
. know... 


V The infected * 

super heroes you 
warded off earlier 
with the castle's 
arsenal and defenses 
v have returned, a 


r What?! I thought once they 
discovered Poomshadt was 
impregnable, the infected would 
have moved on to easier pickings 
v in the surrounding Latverian a 


countryside. 


Yes, my lord, 

f but they've killed T 
everybody in the 
surrounding countryside. 

Not to mention the 
surrounding countries. 

And even the 
sv surrounding A 
rV continents. 


So now 
they're 
back-- 





























"—and they've 
brought friends. 
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^ I thought 
you said this 
castle was 
impregnable, 

chief. > 


There are ~ 
degrees of 
impregnable, 

> cretin! a 
























r Good news, Poom. \ 
We've decided to let 
you live. OF course, by 
"live, "we mean we're 
going to kill you, 

. and let you join a 
m our ranks, 


r But any non- 
powered humans 
you have hanging 
around are going to 
end up in the 
^feeding trough. 


especially all 
those Latverian 
refugees you've 
got stashed 
V away. 


Blast you, 
McCoy...and 
«. Xavier. 


f Oh, to the 
contrary—not Xavier. 
Very early during the 
onset of the epidemic, 
the good Professor 
made the mistake 
k of being too darn j 
delicious. 


—I brought 
another big 
brain into 
. the mix. ^ 


Elementary. 


Richards! 


Y homo sapiens are ^ 
r in incontrovertible ' 
short supply, so it was 
incumbent upon us to 
reprogram Cerebro to 
hone in on their location. 
An efFortless endeavor, 
actually, for a pair of 
astonishingly advanced 
k eggheads such as , 
myself and my fine A 
^^^compatriot.^^B 





















































Listen up, Kemo-sabe, I've seen 


robots infected, mutants, outer 
space aliens, mythological gods, 
anthropomorphized ducks...all 
sorts of non-humans. 


/ You're a sentient 
book, written in human 
blood, which—as far as I 
can tell—makes you as 
likely a target as me, 
v or any of the rest a 
of 'em. 


You wanna take 4 
a chance that you won't 
end up the second 
course when the zombies 
come around to fill up 
on corned-beef y 
Ash? 


You told me before-- 
the zombie plague is a 
pandimensional virus. 
It doesn't just infect 
humans. And when the 
zombies finally get to 
me...they're gonna 
^ be munchin' on A 
you, too. sfii 


r I think you ^ 
got the wrong idea 
about exactly which 
one of us is gonna 
be doing the j 
begging, 


s' your wretched ' 
end is near, Williams, and 
there is no amount of 
begging and groveling you 
can do to persuade me 
to end the suffering and 
torment that is to 
v be your ultimate S' 
fate. ^ 


' What--what 
madness do you 
speak? What would 
cannibal zombies 
want of me— 
v. a bOOK? S' 








































And so it was, that 

the prophecy < 


With the end oFthe 
world at hand, an army 
of the dead did rise, i 


Fueled by the dark 
power of the Necronomicon, 
driven by hate, the millions 
of souls slaughtered by the 
infected zombies returned... 
seeking vengeance. 


The evil dead. 


(iHi v* 

| The angry dead. ^ | j 
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■ ^' A Peadite J 

jsi legion. £ 




_ jj An Army of S 




























And the Army ofParkness rose against 
the infected zombie multitudes, the 
former heroes and villains of this world, 
with all their strange, amazing and 

marvelous super powers. 


Of course, against all those strange, 
amazing and marvelous powers, the 
Peadites didn't really have a chance. 


—and giving the few ^ 

survivors left something 
they desperately 


A way out 
of here? 
Where? 


needed. 


Come with 
s, all of you., 
['m rescuing 
you. 



















What do you mean, 

" interdimensiona! 
^ transporter"?^ 


r Why didn't you 
just teleport us in 
the first place, 
instead oF raising an 
>. army oF Peadites? > 


&o...do N 
not tarry. 
Time grows 
short... , 








































No, Ashley 
Williams...I have \ 
been bitten. But 
the infection has JHH 
not taken hold... 
v. yet. 

Py And while I 
Iff am still myself, I 
W will have my 
■ revenge on Richards, 
I and deny him and his 
I grotesque cadre 

A the sustenance 

they so desperately 
crave. Jd 




The 

hunger is 
growing... 


' ...the 
change...is 

coming. 


I should eat 
you, Ashley 
Williams. 



^ But since ^ 
it was you 
who allowed me 
, my revenge--/ 


—who 

Y facilitated \ 
the diversion I 
needed to escape 
the clutches of 
the zombies and 
deliver my 
subjects to extra- 
k dimensional i 
[^sanctuary--£ 




They cannot follow you. The \ 
portal is programmed to reset \ 
every five seconds, randomly / 

switching between parallel / // 

worlds, different dimensions, / / / 

v timelines and /- - - 

probabilities. Furthermore, I 

- - will destroy the apparatus ' 

I after you transport. You will 
l have a limited amount of time 

V thereafter to settle on . 

V a preferred dimension, y 


Just send > 
me to a world 
with no damn 
zombies, 
s. okay?^ 


































y Thought you 
wuz gonna skulk away, 
did ya, Poomsie? This 
part here is whut we 
call "getting yer 
V just deserts." ^ 


You're too late, 

Grimm, you misbegotten monstrosity. 

The meat you crave is safely away, 
the dimensional portal ruined, and your 
fellow zombies have already 

contaminated me. ^I 









































Oh, so you're responsible 
for that undead army? I got 
news for you, pal, they tried 
their best, and it wasn't 
► good enough—not by A 

a long shot. 


~ What?! Bat ^ 
you?! What are 
you talking 
v about?!? 


V Sounds like ^ 
you been hoodwinked, 
bub. Bamboozled. 
Flimflammed. Nobody 
wants to eat i 
a book, 


Here ya go, 
greenie. . 


And Zombie ^ 
Hulk need lots 
of toilet 
. paper. / 


—but we 
Still need 
toilet 
paper. 




Wh^what 
are you going 
to do with 
s. me? ^ 































Hmmm. 


And 1 ~'-n 
elsewhere. 


Too post- 
apocalyptic. 


smelly. 


--nasty 

surprises. 


/ Waitaminute! n, 
' I know this smell. 
Vomit. Urine. Sweat. 
The homeless. Smells 
V to me like...New , 
X'i'ork City! 


r Looks like it, \ 
too! Landmarks circa 
early twenty-first 
century, or j 
thereabouts. 


Hot dang! 

r I'm home . 1 Back ’ 
to my world! Or one 
that's close enough, 
as long as there are 
no more damn 
L zombies, or any A 
other— 


And...well. \ 


you get 

IV — |||| ! H! illinui fii » <29 

picture. jd\ // 
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Nuts. 


^ Thanks ^ 
for nothing, 
^ Poom. > 


f Couldn't I have ^ 
at least gotten ' 
to the multiverse of 
naked supermodels 
before your crappy 
interdimensional , 
L portal timed- A 
out? 


Y No, of ^ 
' course not. 
Instead, I gotta 
be dumped into 
k a universe A 
full of- A 


Good 

news, 

fellas. 


No duh, Werewolverine. 
You think you're the only 
one here with heightened 
animal senses? < 


r We can all 
smell fresh meat. 
And we all know 
that that 
means-- a 
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And so on. 
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